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aranoid characters and good 


light up your brain like a pin- 
ball machine. Say “hat” to the average 
schlub, whose associations aren’t free at 
all, and the likely response will be “head.” 
Say “hat” to a dashing paranoid and you 
might get back “stovepipe; Auschwitz; 
Grand Polonaise in A-Flal ; Michelin 
Guide.” Every word sets off a four-star 
tour of the world (and the synapses), in 
which you can always get there from here. 
Unfortunately, paranoids spoil the fun 
by putting themselves at the center of 
this global network. It is this latter aspect 
of the disorder— self-importance — that 
dominates JFK. 

Directed by Oliver Stone from a screen- 
play by himself and Zachary Sklar, JFK 
is a grand and bland docudrama packed 
with more celebrity cameos than a Mup- 
pet movie, more expository dialogue than 
a Church of Scientology training film, 
more types of montage than you’d get 
from Eisenstein with a bad case of the 
hiccups, more fake actualities footage 
than in a year’s worth of America's Most 
Wanted — but shot for the widest screen, 
and lit like a dream. Bigger, better, more: 
If gonzo commitment were the only re- 
quirement, then JFK would be the Intol- 
erance of the conspiracy-theory genre, if 
not its Oberammergau Passion Play. 

As the story’s wooden Jesus we have 
Kevin Costner, sulking his way through 
a portrayal of New Orleans District At- 
torney Jim Garrison. Already glum at the 
start of the proceedings, he greets the 
news of John Kennedy’s assassination 
with an announcement that he feels 
ashamed to be an American. But the full 
gloom descends only when he develops 
the habit of sitting up till all hours, read- 
ing the report of the Warren Commis- 
sion. He neglects his wife (Sissy Spacek), 
who soon is reduced to waving her arms 
and thumping her chest in the hope of 
leaving some impression on the screen. 
Meanwhile, the nefarious Clay Shaw 
(Tommy Lee Jones) is rioting in homo- 
sexual luxury, an activity that seems to in- 
volve the use of eighteenth-century cos- 
tumes and music by Mozart. Tormented 
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by the thought of such goings-on, Gar- 
rison almost destroys his marriage, but 
recovers his sexual vigor upon the assas- 
sination of Robert Kennedy. He then 
hurries to court to deliver a half-hour 
speech in hypnotic cadences, explaining 
everything you’ve already seen in the first 
two and a half hours. It’s the liveliest part 
of the picture. 

Alexander Cockburn already has ad- 
dressed the politics of JFK in these pages 
(January 6/13). I will add nothing to his 
lucid comments, except to note the dog- 
bites-man hysteria in The New York Times 
and Newsweek accusing Stone of having 
“twisted the truth.” I should hope so. 
That’s what filmmakers do, if they’re any 
good. In the past, Stone has been good 
in about one film out of two. This time, 
the best I can say for him is that he’s 
drawn enjoyable performances out of 
Gary Oldman, Joe Pesci, Kevin Bacon 
and (out of the blue) John Candy. In a 
cameo as a hepcat lawyer, Candy is fun- 
nier than in his last three starring roles. 
But where’s the rest of the SCTV cast? 


